\ 


FOR YOVTH 


VoL. 20 


KANSAS CITY, MoO., 


JULY, 1915 


SIR SMILE-UPS IN THE SCHOOLROOM 


TIDDLE DE WINKS 


The Wooxies went to school, I’ve heard the Wooxies were 
a sight! 

They made the children disobey, and cry and scold and 
fight; 

It was a lovely April day for Wooxies and the Grumps; 

And every child was made quite wild, while Johnny Jones 
had mumps. 

“There isn’t any such a thing!” cried Adelaide Le Starr, 
“There is! I know, I’ve had them, too!” said little Jennie 


Barr. 

Cried Bobbie, ““Wait ’til Smile-Ups comes, he’ll drive those 
Wooxies out,” 

**Keep still!’’ the teacher wailed; “Oh, my! what are you 
all about >” 

“Now take your books and study hard and do not scowl 
so!” 

“Oh, look!” cried Ted, “* 
ought to know!” 

_ The Wooxies made a flying leap, the Grumps went out the 


there’s Smile-Ups now; I guess I 


door; 

The teacher calmed herself and smiled as she’d not smiled 
before. 

Then Johnny Jones pulled off his rag—‘‘I haven’t any 
mumps; 


I certainly was awful ’fraid, ‘twas only those old Grumps! 

And Wooxies are a dreadful care, they've tumbled up this 
school, 

And — hg boys and girls forget there was a golden 
rule! 


Scheel 


The reading class then rose to read, while Smile-Ups calmly 
said, 
“Say, this is great, the Wooxies gone; I'll now go home to 
ed; 
For, though amusing, ‘tis indeed a very strenuous chore, 
To turn a schoolroom into smiles that was all Grumps 
before !”” 


THE COMING OF “WEE WISDOM” 


=| NCE upon a time, no matter how long ago, a 
dear little white house was builded for some 
one. On its front door was a doorplate, and 
when you looked to see who lived there, you 
found the name, “WEE WISDOM.” And 
you could see, all among the letters that 
formed the name, birds and bees and butterflies and ants, 
and all wee things that know how to do something wonderful. 

Of course, these were not really alive, just engraved, 
like things have to be on doorplates, you know. But some- 
times, even doorplates give you an idea of what kind of 
people live inside. That one did, for you never saw such 
‘a lot of wee busy workers as were in the Wee Wisdom 
house. 

They had little thought-looms that never stopped, only 
at night, and then sometimes were working on dreams. Such 
a lot of wonderful things were made in those looms! Why! 
do you know, these wee workers found out they could make 
garments out of thought, that would clothe people with 
health and happiness. 

So they worked away and worked away, and the more 


they worked, the more beautiful things they made. No one 
can tell how many are now wearing those wonderful gar- 
ments, made by those wee thought-weavers in Wee Wisdom, 
and sent out all over the land. 

Well, as time went on, the wee workers got into the 
habit of growing up, and getting too big for Wee Wisdom’s 
little house, and then they would leave her. More came in 
their place, for the world is always full of Wees, and so the 
good-thought looms of Wee Wisdom were kept going. 

Then there came a time when Wee Wisdom herself 
felt grown up, and wanted a larger house in which to enter- 
tain big folk, as well as little. So she put on long dresses, 
and grown-up ways, that didn’t suit her one bit. But now 
she has learned that the years have no power to make her 
older, and so she has decided never to grow up, but always 
to be WEE Wispom. 

This announcement will bring joy to some of her past 
friends, and bring them flocking back to help her with the 
weaving that must be done in her wonderful looms for those 
who are still in need of garments of life and beauty. 

Blanche will resume her “Corner,” with Curtis’s help. 
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2 WISDOM 


By the way, Blanche was one of our original Wees. She 
grew up and got married, and has a Wee of her own. But 
now, Blanche has decided to become a little child again, 
and work side by side with Wee Curtis and other Wees at 
the thought-looms of WEE Wispom. 

At WEE Wispom’s August Reception (we won't call 
it her birthday any more) we shall hope to see you all 
present and have you take part in making it a joyful and 
successful affair, and welcoming her return to Wee-dom. 

Every one who contributes to WEE WiIspDoM hereafter, 
will please remember that all the thought-patterns used are 
to be beautiful and inspiring. Shall we choose a censor, as 
the movies do, to pass upon the merit of our thought-films? 
You see, we want to fill the whole world with such wonder- 
ful pictures of beauty and joy, nobody will ever want to see 
the old reels (I should call them unreals) of disease and lack 
and sorrow, exhibited among the movies of life. 

Come, then, one and all, in letter, story, song, picture 
and poetry, and after the old custom of WEE WispoM, she 
will give this August number over to your contributions. 

You are to let us know if you want WEE WIsDoM to 
wear her oldtime dress, and hang on her wall again the pic- 
ture of the Christ-child, with the children of all nations 
reaching out to it. 

How about having Aunt Emma’s pillow-verses again ? 

Let WEE Wispom know just how you would like her 
old-new house refurnished. 

Well, anyway, WEE Wispom will work with you, 
if you'll work with her, to make her little Wisdom House so 
darling, that all the Wees in the world will like to come 
into it, and help with her wonderful thought-looms. 


THE SUNSHINE BOOSTERS 


EpnA May BRENNAN 


One day, early in March, the clouds were hanging 
dismally above a little Alaskan town, and the rain was 
dripping, dripping in that steady, monotonous way that 
indicates no “‘let up.” 

Two little lads, one aged six and the other eight, 
stared out at the gray, unsmiling world. Their mother 
paused a moment in her preparation of the noonday lunch, 
and stooping, kissed each somber little face. 

“Boys, boys, this won’t do—no wonder Nature looks 
so sad. I wonder how many faces at this moment are radi- 
ating clouds.” 

“But mother, I don’t like rain,” said Robin, the 
elder boy; “‘it makes me feel so drizzly. I feel drizzly in- 
side and outside. When the sun shines, I just feel glad 
I’m alive.” 

“Now, boys, let’s try a new plan; let’s pretend the sun 
is shining, and it really is, only you can’t see it just now.” 

“Zat is jus’ like Dod,”’ lisped the younger; ‘‘even if 
you fink you can’t see him, he is here and everywhere.” 

“*That is the idea, Dick; now we will praise and bless 
the day! now, all together, repeat this with me—‘This is a 
beautiful day. I love it. The Sun is shining in me and 
radiating out to all the world. This smile is a reflection of 
the Sun in me.’ ” 

The boys were smiling now, and the mother returned 
to her work, feeling that a cloud had actually been dis- 
persed, and she improvised a little sunshine song as she 


cooked: 
“See the cloudlets rifting, 
A break I surely see; 
See the vapor drifting— 
This thought now comes to me: 


‘If there’s Sunshine in you, 
And you radiate it out, 
Storms cannot effect you 
If you banish ev’ry doubt, 
And feel the sun is shining, 
Even when it does not seem, 
Soon you'll see the sun is shining, 
Know the cloud was but a dream.’ 


A gay little party sat down to lunch, and the gloom 
lifted from the father’s brow as he looked at the smiling 
faces gathered about the table. 

“This weather doesn’t seem to bother you much,”’ he 
remarked. “‘I felt so depressed when I came in. Every- 
body I met today seemed grouchy, and I caught the mood. 
It is like sailing into a calm and peaceful harbor after a 
stormy voyage. There is nothing like harmony in the home, 
my dears.” 

““O, look, look, the sun is really, truly shining!” 
shouted Dick. 

“‘We praised and blessed it and it had to come— 
mother did it,”’ said Robin. 

“No, no Robin—‘It is not I, but the Father within 
me, he doeth the works.’ ’’ gently reproved the mother. 

““What are you talking about>’’ asked the father, 
mystified. 

The boys explained. 

“A very good idea. I wish everybody would try your 
system. It would be a happy world if people would only 
radiate sunshine instead of clouds.” 


HANNAH 


ELIZABETH E. PETTINGER 
Chapter V 


OW came long, quiet, busy days for both chil- 
dren, for nothing could keep Alma from 
the all-absorbing delights of studying her 
schoolbooks, and Billy’s pride kept him 
abreast of her. There were days when he 
would have preferred staying in bed with “a 
bad sick headache”’ from which he had “‘al- 
ways suffered,”’ but the sound of Alma’s skip- 

ping feet in the hallway stirred in him a desire to rouse him- 

self to action if for no other reason than to deprive her of the 
satisfaction of getting ahead of him in class. 

“Is mother’s boy feeling quite well>’’ would be the 
tender inquiry, as he came to breakfast heavy-eyed and pale. 
“*You'd better lie on the couch this morning instead of going 
to school.” 

What a temptation! At first it was hard to resist. 
He almost gave in once or twice, for he did feel tired and his 
head did ache and the couch was warm and comfortable! 
One glance, however, at Alma’s eager face decided the 
question. He knew and so did she that he’d lose his place 
in the spelling class and go to the foot, and he could not 
spare any headmarks with Alma right at his heels. No, 
he’d go to school. No, his head didn’t ache—at least 
very much. Yes, he would eat some breakfast. And by 
the time school started he was quite himself and glad he still 
held his place in class. As the days went by his new habit 
of self-assertion overcame the old habit of laziness, and it 
was no longer a temptation to stretch himself on the couch 
when he should be in school, and presently his mother forgot 
to inquire as to his health and they both forgot he “had 
always suffered with bad sick headaches.” 

Nothing of this was lost upon the father who began to 
see that sometime he might even become proud of the boy 
who up to so short a time since promised such disappoint- 
ments. Alma had been an experiment, tried as a last resort, 
but she was unconsciously bringing about wonderful results. 
Thus is it with all of us; we are vital factors in the lives of 
those abouf us when we least suspect our own importance. 
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WISDOM 3 


Alma, in striving for those traits of character which are de- 
sirable, and cultivating her taste for wisdom and knowledge, 
was bringing Billy up to her standard. Had she been weak, 
lacking in purpose and ambition, Billy would have dragged 
her down to his own level. 

So the days sped by with an occasional quarrel, many 
“spats and fusses,’” but countless hours of study and play. 
They were an even match in work and sport, for Alma was 
a “‘tom-boy” and Billy a “‘sissy,”’ although month after 
month reversed this order of things so that Alma at least 
knew how to be a lady when she tried, and Billy was imi- 
tating his father more and more. 

A medal had been offered for the highest class stand- 
ing, and the prize rested between three of them, a boy named 
Fred Samuels and Alma and Billy. Examinations were 
over and but three more days of school. Fred fell from the 
cherry tree and was ordered to stay in bed until his leg 
mended ; that accident put him out of the running figuratively 
and literally, so only Alma and Billy remained as con- 
testants. 

Alma thought it all out on her way home from school, 
and her final decision was made without any undue devotion 
or affection for Billy. If only he had been under consider- 
ation she would have done her best to win the prize, but— 
“It’s his mother!”” she told herself. 

“She’s so proud of him, and I ain’t got folks to care. 
"Course I know I got just as good right to it as him, -but 
nobody don’t care if I don’t, so I might’s just as well give it 
to him. He’s got just as much right to it as me, and just 
think how his mother’l] feel when he gets it!” 

That decided the question and, odd as it may seem, 
and did seem, Alma was the one to have the “bad sick 
headache” two days before school closed. She moaned and 
groaned with pain. Heroically she swallowed pills and 
physic and, as a consequence, looked so thin and pale no 
one doubted that she was quite ill. 

She was well enough to attend school the next day 
however, and was present when Billy received the medal 
for having the highest class standing and not having been 
absent or tardy during the term. There were no regrets in 
her pleasure at seeing Billy’s father and mother glow with 
pride upon their only son, and the only bitterness she suffered 
was in the remembrance of the pills and physic—*Why 
didn’t I just miss my spelling>’’ she asked herself; “it would 
have been so much easier!” (To be continued.) 


CLUB 


RoyYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest cor- 
ners of the world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—tThe three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no 
evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request ad- 
dressed to the Secretary of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—A\lll reports must be in by the fifteenth of the 
month before the date of issue. 


AVE you heard about the new way of cele- 
brating the Fourth of July? You remember 
we used to all shoot off firecrackers and can- 
nons, and make a big noise, and send rockets 
in the air and balloons and all such things. — It 
was lots of fun, but of all the fun I know, the 
most is to have a picnic on the Fourth of July. 
This is something that every Booster Club 

ought to do. It makes everyone acquainted and does not 

disturb or hurt a single person. Do you know that mamma 
is always ready to help you in getting a picnic ready for the 

Fourth of July! I know lots of mammas and they every 

one say that the Boosters ought to have picnics instead of 

noise on the Fourth. 

Our Boosters here in Kansas City are going to have a 
big picnic with all the other Unity folks, and play ‘““Tug of 
War,” “Ring Around the Rosie,’ and have sack races, 
three-legged races, and little boys’ races and little girls’ races, 
and all kinds of good times. I wish that every Booster in 
the whole country could be here to help in the celebrating. 

You will find a picture some place in the Booster De- 
partment of a bunch of Boosters having a party and playing 
games. This is what every club ought to do after it has met 
and discussed the good things which it has done and which 
it expects to do. 

Ernest is very prompt again in his report. 
message this month. 


Here is his 


West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Roval—We 


have had two good lessons on 
coal, and had specimens of 
‘fools’ gold,” and slate, and 
many other different things 
that are found between the 
layers of coal. One meeting 
we had two visitors at the club, 
Mary Brown of Ionia, whose 
mother talks of starting a 
Booster Club there, and Mrs. 
Towner, who has visited the 
club before. Sometime we 
are going to meet at her house 
and have a good time. Mrs. 
Garner and Roy came to our 
last club just in time to eat 
tarts with us. They had the 
new baby with them and it 
made faces most of the time. 
I told its mother that the baby 

) ae (“4 looked just like one of our 
neighbors did when her false 

| teeth were out, and she seemed 
to think I didn’t like her baby 


FOURTH OF JULY DEMONSTRATION FOR BOOSTERS 


very well, but I do. We are 
learning to sing ‘““The Prayer 
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4 WISDOM 


of Faith’’ to the tune of “‘Just As I Am,” and ‘it goes fine, 
but hardly any of us can sing a tune, and mother looks as if 
her teeth were all on edge when we are singing. I asked her 
once what a tune was, and if it was a piece of a talk or a 
piece of a song, and after that she taught me to speak pieces 
instead of trying to sing. Our yard is full of all kinds of 
baby birds and we have fixed a nice place for them to 
drink and bathe, and they use it every day. Tell all the 
Boosters to learn our song for their club song, too. 


I. H. S. Cus, Ernest P. Baltzell, Sec. 
Cornelia is writing a good report for the Grand Rapids 


Grand Repids, Wis 
Dear Royal—tLetter writing doesn’t seem to be our 
strong point, but neither is excuse making, so here we are to 
let you know that we Boosters in Grand Rapids are well and 
happy as ever. Our Happy Thought Club has met reg- 
ularly every two weeks since New Year day, and we have 
had some good times, but just now we are having a vacation 
because some of our members are leaving for trips, and two 
have moved away. Aijileen Ecklund has gone to live in 
Bermidji, Minn., and Beatrice Hewitt lives in Marshfield, 
Wis. But Wispom is to go with them to help them to re- 
member and scatter sunshine. I read a letter in the April 
WispoM from Minnie Van Huizen, and I wrote to her that 
we love Pollyanna too. I sent the letter to Pine Ridge, 
California, but it came back to me. Mamma read from the 
Chicago Tribune an article by Robert Herrick, about Polly- 
anna, and he called her a goody-goody Sunday School girl, 
and said it was too bad that people liked that kind of books, 
but we don’t agree with him. Pollyanna is all right. Love 

to all the Boosters. Happy THOUGHT BoosTERs, 

Cornelia Paulus, Sec. 


We are mighty glad that Cornelia found time to write 
this month, and I hope that she will have a report in for 
next month. You will, won't you, Cornelia? 

Billy Bumpus II is with us again. Doesn’t it make 
you glad all over to hear his happy little voice? 


Charleston, W. Va. 
Dear Friends—Soon I hope to have some new Boosters 
for you; for Royal was so kind to send us some extra WIs- 
DOMS to distribute among some friends. I have a new 
neighbor and I think she will want to start her subscription 
with Wispom’s birthday or with WEE Wispom, as I hope 
the August number will be. My secretary and mistress has 
been very busy lately. She hopes to take a lovely trip, but 
poor little me will be left here. It’s too bad that Sir Tam- 
mie has to quit writing—probably too many grandchildren 
are bothering him. I haven’t heard from a single club. 
Pray, tell me why not? Your sincere Booster, 
Per Mary Belle Johnston. Bittie Bumpus II. 


Myrtle is mighty good in reporting the acts of the 
Winnipeg Boosters. Here is her joyful message for this 


month. Winnipeg, Manitoba, Canada. 


Dear Wisdoms—Thank you very much for the 
Booster Bank. We all think it is much nicer than the old 
ones. We also want to thank you for the WIsDOMS you 
sent us. I have not seen the little girl | mentioned in my 
last letter, so I am not sure whether she wants to take Wis- 
DOM. We have been meeting more regularly since I wrote 
my last letter. I have been reading the story called “‘Han- 
nah” at the end of each meeting and we are much interested 
in it. I like all of Elizabeth E. Pettinger’s stories, and all 
of the others printed in WisDoM, too. We are glad to see 
the Night Time Songs back again. We like Sir Smile-Ups 
very much. We each had a letter from our teacher. He 
told us it was a very long way to the postoffice, and that was 
why he did not write before. We will have to hurry and 
answer his letters. ‘When we write next time I think we will 


be away at the lake. We go camping every year and we 


enjoy it very much. Our camp is three miles from the near- 


est farmhouse. I hope that we will have a picture of the 
camp and ourselves to send you next time we write. We 
camp on a place called Willow Point.on Lake Winnipeg. 
It is near the village of Gimli. With lots of love, 

THE WINNIPEG Boosters, Myrtle Haves, Sec. 


Little Peggy has just had a demonstration and she has 
written it for you to read. Peggy (her real name is 
Dorothy) is an earnest little Truth girl, and finds that God 
is always ready to help her if she places the matter in his 


hands. Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear WisDoM—I want to tell you about how I dem- 
onstrated. As papa, mamma and I were going downtown 
we saw “Little Lord Fauntleroy”’ advertised at the Audi- 
torium and I was wild to go, but I put it in God’s hands be- 
cause I am a Unity girl and believe in him. When papa 
came home this noon he had two tickets for the play, “Little 
Lord Fauntleroy,” which a kind lady sent me that mamma 
and I might go. She did not know I wanted to go at all; 
she just thought I would enjoy it, so you see what God did 
for me. Now, when you want things, put it in God’s hands, 
and he will provide for you if you ask and believe that he 
will. Dorothy Fenn. 
Clifton is working 
hard to get his Boost- 
er Club going. We 
are all thinking suc- 
cess for Clifton. 
Dear Boosters—I 
am sorry to say that 
the club is not grow- 
ing very big. We 
now live in a neigh- 
borhood where the 
children are not in- 
terested in Booster 


work. We now only 


Baby Walker, Vancouver, B. C. have my little sister 


and myself, but we are doing all we can do. I wish you 
would send us a Booster bank. Clifton Saunders. 


The Pollyanna Club is now organized in San Diego 
and Frances is telling us of its work. 
San Diego, Cal. 


Dear WispDoM—I get my little magazine every month, 
and I like it very much. I am ten years old, and live in San 
Diego. I have been to the Exposition, and think it is lovely. 
I will be promoted to the fifth grade, June 18. I belong 
to the Pollyanna Club here. There are five members in it. 
We meet every Tuesday at the homes of the members. 

POLLYANNA CLUB, Frances Vaughan, Sec. 

Minne E. Benedict would like to exchange post cards 
with any of the Boosters who would like to have cards with 
pictures of Los Angeles on them. Her address is Miss M. 
E. Benedict, Los Angeles, Cal., R. F. D. 11, Box 373. 


Margaret has a secret to tell us. Paoli, Ind. 


How to Find the Christ in a Violet 
Take the two petals that turn down, and draw to the 
stem, holding with thumb and finger of the left hand. With 
the right hand pluck off the three upper petals. You will 
see The Christ crowned and seated on his throne, and if 
we look deep into our own hearts we will ever find him. 
Now, who can tell me what can be found in the inner part 


of the Passion Flower? Margaret L. Sherrod. 

Oh, yes; before I forget it! This is the last time that 
Wispom will come to you. Hereafter she will be known 
as WEE WispoM, and will have the pillow verses on the 
back and will be much like she used to be a long time ago. 
The folks all seemed to like her shape and style then, so you 
shall have her as she used to be. Not the tiny little size but 
the larger dress. 
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Next month is the Birthday number. I wish that every 
Booster Club would see to it that a report is written of the 
club work. A Booster pin will be sent the secretary of each 
Booster Club who sends in a good report of the club work. 
A statuette will be sent to the clubs that send us a clear 
picture of the club members. A kodak picture will do, if it 
is clear. 

This ought to be an inducement to make every secretary 
earn a Booster pin, and it ought to make the clubs want a 
statuette of the little Wee Wisdom. 


Iona and Ray Clark 
[Russell Clark's little ones. He used to be one of our Wisdoms.] 


All reports must be mailed before the fifteenth of July, 
and must be written on one side of the paper only. 

We shall all meet next month, so the meeting will 
adjourn until then.—Rovyal. 


THE LAND OF THE IMAGINATION 


PEARL TYER 


HERE do the fairies live, Auntie May?” 
Clarence Edward was deeply absorbed with 
his violin and was playing over and over some 
little phrases of lively music which Auntie 
May had never heard, rearranging and unit- 
ing them. 

“The fairies live in your mind, Clarence 

Edward, in the land of the imagination.” 

“Then I must go inside of myself to see them?” 

Clarence Edward asked again, after playing a run in three 

different keys. 

“Yes. What are you playing, Clarence Edward?” 
Clarence Edward finished the phrase on his violin be- 
fore he answered, ‘““Why, I’m composing, Auntie May. 

I’m working out a dance of the fairies.” 

“Good. It sounds very airy like. 
thinking about >” 

“T was trying to decide after that fast run on those 
high notes what rhythm would follow best.’ 

__ “That's a hard way to create. This is better; let the 
fairies dance it for you. Shut your eyes and see the fairies 
pr: around. Watch their dance and then play it on the 
violin. 

When Rosemary came into the room half an hour later 

Clarence Edward called to her, ““O Rosemary, play this 

chord on the piano and see how my fairy dance sounds.” 
_ “Why, that is beautiful,” declared the admiring little 

sister after some minutes of practice together. ‘‘Where did 

you hear it?” 

_ “Oh, several times on my visits to the land of imagi- 
nation,” answered the boy loftily. 


What are you 


= 


“You heard the High School orchestra playing it this 
afternoon.” 

‘Never, little lady. 
again.” 

“‘Humph,” answered the little lady after a few more 
notes, “‘imagination—what is the imagination, anyway?” 

“I refer you to the authority of all fairy wisdom,” 
and Clarence Edward made a low bow to Auntie May. 

Auntie May looked up from her book. “Yes, I can 
see the fairies dancing to that music.” 

“What is the imagination, Auntie May?” asked the 
little girl. 

“Oh, the imagination—just the picture of your 
thoughts. For every thought the mind makes a picture, or 
image, it used to be called. So we call the process imagi- 
nation.” 

““What thought did I have that pictured itself in a 
fairy dance>’’ questioned the young composer. 

“‘The very meaning of fairy music, Clarence Edward. 
You had thoughts of daintiness, beauty, harmony, and they 
made a picture of fairyland for you with a hundred fairies, 
hold of hands and dancing in and out among the flowers 
under tall trees.” 

“‘Isn’t it strange what is inside of us, Auntie May >” 
said Rosemary. “I’m proud of Clarence Edward making 
a whole piece of music just from his thoughts.” 

“Yes, it is strange, Rosemary, but there is much more 
wrapped up in each of us. All the genius and the desires of 
the world lie within ourselves waiting to be called out, and 
the path to expression lies through the land of imagination.” 

Early next morning Clarence Edward was busy with 
his violin. In the freshness of the day his new piece ar- 
ranged itself readily in complete detail for him. 

“I’m not going to take any more lessons,” he an- 
nounced, as Auntie May entered the room. 

*“Why >” she asked, pausing at this declaration. 

“T don’t need to. The music is all in me and now I 
know how to express it.” 

“Oh, but you have chosen a slow method. After a 
thousand years I'll drop in and hear you play one of your 
grand symphonies with the minor chord running through it,” 
and Auntie May playfully whirled him around. “Let us try 
one of those fairy waltzes.” 

When Clarence Edward caught his breath again he 
said, ““Why is it a slow method to depend on one’s own 
music ?”” 

“To cut one’s self off from instruction, you mean, 
Clarence Edward. Did you notice that in your composition 
yesterday you did not make use of a single movement or 
harmony with which you were not familiar? The great 
supply of music within you can only give as much as you 
are conscious of. The source is large, but you, the channel, 
are small. A teacher can show you new points faster than 
you can discover them alone. It would be so slow to have 
to work out all the technique and laws of harmony without 
suggestion.” 

“Well, really, Auntie May, I believe I will make use 
of a teacher. Drop in after a thousand years and see how 
much I’ve built on that.” 


Give me that second chord 


WHAT GOD IS TO ME 


God is my power, my strength and my light; 
God is my all. I am pure in his sight. 

I understand now what God is to me; 

It is so simple, yet so hard to see. 


Now as I grow I will live in God’s love, 

From the green grass below to the blue sky above, 
And give all I know to help others to see, 

What a wonderful God to trust in is he. 


—Joyce Grier (10 years of age.), in “The Truth.” 
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6 WISDOM 


SUNDAY SCHOOL LESSONS 


BLANCHE SAGE HASELTINE 


LESSON 2, JULY II 
SOLOMON ANOINTED KING.—I Kings 1:28-40. 

28. Then king David answered and said, Call to me Bath-sheba. 
And she came into the king's presence, and stood before the king. 

29. And the king sware, and said, As Jehovah liveth, who hath 
redeemed my soul out of all adversity, 

30. Verily as I sware unto thee by Jehovah, the God of Israel, 
saying, Assuredly Solomon thy son shall reign after me, and he shall 
sit upon my throne in my stead; verily so will I do this day. 

31. Then Bath-sheba bowed with her face to the earth, and did 
obeisance to the king, and said, Let my lord king David live for ever. 

. And king David said, Call to me Zadok the priest, and 
Nathan the prophet, and Benaiah the son of Jehoiada. And they 
came before the king. 

33. And the king said unto them, Take with you the servants 
of your lord, and cause Solomon my son to ride upon mine own mule, 
and bring him down to Gihon: 

34. And let Zadok the priest and Nathan the prophet anoint him 
there king over Israel; and blow ye the trumpet, and say, Long live 
king Solomon. 

35. Then ye shall come up after him, and he shall come and sit 
upon my throne; for he shall be king in my stead; and I have ap- 
pointed him to be prince over Israel and over Judah. 

36. And Benaiah the son of Jehoiada answered the king, and 
said, Amen: Jehovah, the God of my lord the king, say so too. 

37. As Jehovah hath been with my lord the king, even so be he 
with Solomon, and make his throne greater than the throne of my lord 
king David. 

38. So Zadok the priest, and Nathan the prophet, and Benaiah 
the son of Jehoiada, and the Cherethites and the Pelethites, went down, 
and caused Solomon to ride upon king David's mule, and brought him 
to Gihon. 

39. And Zadok the priest took the horn of oil out of the Tent, 
and inted Sol And they blew the trumpet; and all the 
people said, Long live king Solomon. 

40. And all the people came up after him, and the people 
piped with pipes, and rejoiced with great joy, so that the earth rent 
with the sound of them. 

GoL_pEN TExT—Know thou the God of thy father, 
and serve him with a perfect heart, and with a willing mind. 


—lI Chron. 28:9. 


When the reign of David drew near to a close he chose 
his son, Solomon, to be his successor. This made his elder 
son, Adonijah, very angry, and he with some others tried to 
thwart his father’s plan. Now Solomon was not only 
David's choice, but God’s as well. When David heard of 
the plot by his elder son, he roused himself and promised 
Bath-sheba, the mother of Solomon, that her son should 
surely reign after him. Then Solomon was anointed king 
and placed upon David’s own mule. There was great re- 
joicing in the kingdom, for the people agreed with the choice 
of Jehovah. God had informed David through Nathan the 
prophet that Solomon was to succeed him as king. In having 
Solomon anointed, David was obeying Jehovah. 

Obedience to the law of Spirit is absolutely necessary 
if we wish our lives to be full of harmony and joy. We 
should remember the Golden Text first—‘‘Know thou the 
God of thy father.” The God of thy father means the 
true God, the living God, the one God. Of course there is 
only one God, but sometimes people have set up idols— 
calling them gods, and worshiping them. Idols of gold 
were worshiped centuries ago, and are sometimes worshiped 
now. The Golden Text means—Know the true God. 
The way to know the true God is to look within our own 
selves, for God is in each of us. Then when we have 
learned to know God, we are to “‘serve him with a perfect 
heart and a willing mind.”” When we are willing to let the 
Voice within guide us at all times, we need fear no lack of 
health, prosperity, joy or any good thing. When we serve 
the Good or God always, we are led into happiness and 
love; into smoothness and harmony—never into roughness 
or discord. It is not hard to serve God. The secret is this, 
we must allow only true, good thoughts to enter our minds. 
If we faithfully do this we are serving God. 


LESSON 3, JULY 18 
SOLOMON CHOOSES WISDOM—I Kings 3:4-15. 


4. And the king went to Gibeon to sacrifice there; for that was 
the great high place: a thousand burnt-offerings did Solomon offer 
upon that altar. 


5. In Gibeon Jehovah appeared to Solomon in a dream by night; 
and God said, Ask what I shall give thee. 

6. And Solomon said, Thou hast showed unto thy servant David 
my father great lovingkindness, according as he walked before thee in 
truth, and in righteousness, and in uprighiness of heart with thee; and 
thou hast kept for him this great lovingkindness, that thou hast given 
him a son to sit on his throne, as it is this day. 

7. And now, O Jehovah my God, thou hast made thy servant 
king instead of David my father: and I am but a little child; 1 know 
not how to go out or come in. 

8. And thy servant is in the midst of thy people which thou hast 
chosen, a great people, that cannot be numbered nor counted for 
multitude. 

9. Give thy servant therefore an understanding heart to judge 
thy people, that I may discern between good and evil; for who is 
able to judge this thy great people? 

10. And the speech pleased the Lord, that Solomon had asked 
this thing. 

11. And God said unto him, Because thou hast asked this thing, 
any hast not asked for thyself long life, neither hast asked riches for 
thyself, nor hast asked the life of thine enemies, but hast asked for 
thyself understanding to discern justice; 

12. Behold, I have done according to thy word: lo, I have given 
thee a wise and an understanding heart; so that there hath been none 
like thee before thee, neither after thee shall any arise like unto thee. 

13. And I have also given thee that which thou hast not asked, 
both riches and honor, so that there shall not be any among the kings 
like unto thee, all thy days. 

14. And if thou wilt walk in my ways, to keep my statutes and 
my commandments, as thy father David did walk, then I will lengthen 
thy days. 

15. And Solomon awoke; and, behold, it was a dream: and he 
came to Jerusalem, and stood before the ark of the covenant of 
Jehovah, and offered up burnt-offerings, and offered peace-offerings, 
and made a feast to all his servants. 


GoLDEN TExT—The fear of Jehovah is the begin- 
ning of Wisdom.—Prov. 9:10. 


We are told in this lesson that King Solomon went to 
Gibeon to give sacrifice. Now Gibeon means a high place. 
Have you ever been upon a mountain? Everything is so 
still and peaceful. The air is pure and clear. There is 
no cloudiness to bewilder one and no heaviness to weigh 
one down. It feels as though the pure air cleansed the 
clogged pores of the body and cleared the cells of the brain. 
There is a state of mind wherein we can experience this 
same clear, harmonious feeling. It is not necessary to climb 
a mountain. Wouldn’t it be fine to feel full of life and 
strength and purity all the time? Wouldn’t we all like to 
know how to put ourselves in that condition? We do not 
attain these things by looking outward, but by closing our 
eyes and getting very still. Then we look to the Christ 
Spirit which is within us. If for ten minutes every single 
day we practiced getting still and thinking true thoughts, we 
would very soon learn to go into the high place in our con- 
sciousness. ‘The more we practice the easier it will become. 
We should choose a good thought and repeat it over and 
over. At first it may seem a little hard to keep our minds 
right on the thought, but as we repeat it we will find our- 
selves reasoning it out and getting at the meaning of it. 
That is the Voice within talking to us. A\ll we need do is 
listen. If we never allow outside thoughts to enter, we will 
soon be led by this inner Voice to the high place. 

It was to this place that Solomon went to commune 
with God. When Jehovah told Solomon he might have 
anything he wished, did the king ask for riches or honor 
or glory? He asked for an understanding heart. He 
could have asked no greater thing. If we have understand- 
ing hearts we will never misjudge our neighbors; we will 
never fuss at fate or bad luck, for we will understand the 
law. If we understand the law of God, we can bring into 
our lives all good things. So, with Solomon, let us pray for 
an understanding heart. 
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WISDOM 7 


LESSON 4, JULY 25 
SOLOMON DEDICATES THE TEMPLE—I Kings 8:22-30. 

22. And Solomon stood before the altar of Jehovah in the pres- 
ence of all the assembly of Israel, and spread forth his hands toward 
heaven; 

23. And he said, O Jehovah, the God of Israel, there is no 
God like thee, in heaven above, or on earth beneath; who keepest 
covenant and lovingkindness with thy servants, that walk before thee 
with all their heart; 

24. Who hast kept with thy servant David my father that which 
thou didst promise him: yet, thou spakest with thy mouth, and hast 
fulfilled it with thy hand, as it is this day. 

25. Now therefore, O Jehovah, the God of Israel, keep with thy 
servant David my father that which thou hast promised him, saying, 
There shall not fail thee a man in my sight to sit on the throne of 
Israel, if only thy children take heed to their way, to walk before me 
as thou hast walked before me. 

26. Now therefore, O God of Israel, let thy word, I pray thee, 
be verified, which thou spakest unto thy servant David my father. 

27. But will God in very deed dwell on the earth? behold, 
heaven and the heaven of heavens cannot contain thee; how much 
less this house that I have builded! 

28. Yet have thou respect unto the prayer of thy servant, and to 
his supplication, O Jehovah my God, to hearken unto the cry and to 
the prayer which thy servant prayeth before thee this day; 

29. That thine eyes may be open toward this house night and 
day, even toward the place whereof thou hast said, My name shall be 
there; to hearken unto the prayer which thy servant shall pray toward 
this place. 

30. And hearken thou to the supplication of thy servant, and of 
thy people Israel, when they shall pray toward this place: yea, hear 
thou in heaven thy dwelling-place; and when thou hearest, forgive. 


GoLpDEN TEXT—My house shall be called a house 
of praver for all people.—Isaiah 56:7. 


When the great temple had been completed, King 
Solomon stood before the congregation of Israel and dedi- 
cated it. Dedicate means to devote—so this temple was to 
be devoted to the service of Jehovah. Solomon prayed that 
God might always make his presence felt in this temple, for 
it had been built to his service. In this wonderful prayer, 
Solomon speaks of Jehovah as the covenant-keeping God. 
Covenant means promise. Jehovah never fails in his prom- 
ises providing we fulfill our part. 

The Christ Spirit dwells in each of us, making of our 
bodies temples of the living God. 

We, as kings of our thought people, should dedicate 
our bodies. We should pledge them to the service of God 
and pray that the presence of the one God be made manifest 
in them. They should be kept healthy and pure and holy 
as befits a temple of God. 


LESSON 5, AUGUST | 
THE QUEEN OF SHEBA vers SOLOMON—1 Kings 


1. And when the queen of Sheba heard of the fame of Solomon 
concerning the name of Jehovah, she came to prove him with hard 
questions. 

. And she came to Jerusalem with a very great train, with 
camels that bare spices, and very much gold, and precious stones; and 
when she was come to Solomon, she communed with him of all that 
was in her heart. 

3. And Solomon told her all her questions: there was not any- 
thing hid from the king which he told her not. 

4. And when the queen of Sheba had seen all the wisdom of 
Solomon, and the house that he had built, 

5. And the food of his table, and the sitting of his servants, and 
the attendance of his ministers, and their apparel, and his cupbearers, 
and his ascent by which he went up unto the house of Jehovah; there 
was no more spirit in her. 

And she said to the king, It was a true report that I heard in 
mine own land of thine acts, and of thy wisdom. 

7. Howbeit I believed not the words, until I came, and mine 
eyes had seen it: and, behold, the half was not told me; thy wisdom 
and prosperity exceed the fame which I heard. 

8. Happy are thy men, happy are these thy servants, that stand 
continually before thee, and that hear thy wisdom. 

Blessed be Jehovah thy God, who delighted in thee, to set 
thee on the throne of Israel: because Jehovah loved Israel for ever, 
therefore made he thee king, to do justice and righteousness. 

10. And she gave the king a hundred and twenty talents of gold, 
and of spices very great store, and precious stones: there came no 
more such abundance of spices as these which the queen of Sheba gave 
to king Solomon. 


13. And king Solomon gave to the queen of Sheba all her desire, 
whatsoever she asked, besides that which Solomon gave her of his 
royal bounty, So she turned, and went to her own land, she and her 


servants. 
GoLDEN TEXT—Wéisdom is better ‘than riches.— 
Prov. 8:11. 


When Solomon asked of Jehovah that he be given 
wisdom and an understanding heart, his prayer was an- 
swered. He became famed for his wisdom. The queen 
of Sheba having heard of him, came to visit Solomon to see if 
what she has heard is true. 

When one has the true wisdom of God, he could not 
hide it if he would. It shines in the eyes and manifests in 
every tone and action. When the queen of Sheba saw all 
the glory of the court of Solomon she was convinced that 
the reports were true. There are those who find it hard to 
credit all they hear about the glories of the kingdom within. 
The glories of the court of Solomon were as nothing to the 
glories of the kingdom of heaven which is within each of us. 
The only way to prove the glories of this inner kingdom is 
to enter it. The only way to enter it is by keeping still and 
letting the eye of our mind be single to the one presence and 
the one power, God omnipotent. 


EVEN A SQUIRREL 
Mar LAMSON-SCRIBNER 
NE bright, beautiful summer day, through leafy 
O woods, through which golden sunshine sifted, 
down a path which whispered sweetest love 
both intent on gleaning from sweet air, warm 
sunshine, woodsy spots and conversational 
brooks the lessons they both loved to learn— 
Love and Life. And woodsy spots are very 
is the kind of stillness that makes one listen for the voice one 
wants to hear. Sometimes it is tle wind; sometimes it is a 
soft whisper; sometimes (did you know it?) it is a tiny 
flower just voicing the thought of God as it breaks through 
This particular morning the stillness was broken by 
oh! such a noisy chattering; then, a loud laugh—a bird’s 
laugh, a teasing kind of a laugh. And away up in the 
boughs of a tree sat Frisky Squirrel, selfishly enjoying a tooth- 
Anyway, he was enjoying it in the way squirrels always 
have. It looked so good to a big Blue Jay who sat on a 
tree branch near by. And so Blue Jay laughed and teased 
and taunted, wickedly hoping that Frisky would answer 
the Wily Fox and the old Black Crow.) Frisky was too 
wise. He nibbled and turned the nut over and round and 
over again, and nibbled—and still nibbled. Well, not so 
very still, either. All the time he scolded and chattered 
Blue Jay meanwhile. The Small Person looked up into 
the Big Man’s eyes and said softly: 
“T think, dearest, you had better go away. Frisky is 
indulging in wicked language this morning, quite unfit for 
And the Big Man, in as gentle a voice, said with the 
note of laughter in his deep tones: 
“But the Blue Jay! My, my! If you could but un- 
derstand him. Run away yourself into the depths of the 
So these two little woods folk must have been forgetting 
the very lessons they should have been teaching. 
Just then, down the tree ran Frisky, still with the nut 
in his mouth, still arguing the point, still saucily replying to 


The Lesson for the Day 

fancies, came Big Man and the Small Person, 
good places to learn lessons in. The stillness of the woods 
the sweet, warm earth. 
some nut he had found, hid away in a tree hollow, perhaps. 
back and so drop the nut. (He must have known about 
about it in a very belligerent way, keeping bright eyes on 
dignified ears.” 
woods and drink deep of sweeter things.” 
Blue Jay, and rested on a tree stump not far away from 
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WISDOM 


Small Person, who regretted much that Blue Jay did not 
have the same confidence in her nearness, for he had given 
up the battle, and had flown far, far away into the heart of 
the green leafiness, to laugh over the joke he tried to play 
on Frisky, or perhaps, to tell little Jay what a sad thing self- 
ishness is. The Small Person watched patiently for a long 
time, but the Blue Jay did not come back. But the spirit of 
selfishness was not vanquished. It was Frisky’s testing time, 
and he had forgotten the joy of giving—of sharing a 


And by and by came another squirrel, Little Mischief 
by name, yet more selfish than Frisky. And he certainly 
looked upon that particular nut with the eye of desire; also, 
in his little brain came the intent to possess. Up the tree ran 
Frisky, and after him followed Mischief. Up, clear up to 
the top of a tall oak tree, they went. Small Person still 
waited, for she was much interested in this wild life around 
her, not so very different from human children after all. 

“T hope,” murmured Small Person, “I hope he will 
not let that nut fall on my head. It would certainly come 
down with a rap.” 

But she did not move away. She waited and so also the 
Big Man, who wondered at her personal interest in this scrap 
from the daily life of the residents of Leafy Green. 

By a small brook, so busy trolling its sweet song in 
spite of, or because of, the rough stones in its course, teach- 
ing its own little sermon, Small Person had come to learn a 
lesson of Courage which was needed in her testing time; a 
debate always going on—Intellect vs. Understanding, In- 
tellect vs. Wisdom. All at once a sudden commotion, a 
rush of living things, and right at the feet of Small Person 
there fell with a sickening thud, two furry forms from an 
awful height of fifty feet, a tragic ending indeed to a frolic- 
some morning. Amazement held the two watching, for 


Little Mischief ran right off and up another tree. But 


Little Frisky? Poor Little Frisky. There he lay, breath- 

ing heavily, his little mouth opening gaspingly, spasmodically. 
“Oh!” said Small Person, “if I could only help him. 

He seemed so full of life but a few minutes ago.” 

And then she remembered in time—Life! And 
quickly, silently, solemnly, she looked on this small furry 
thing and recalled the Master's words, “Not a sparrow 
falleth without His knowledge.” Silently she declared, 
“There is but One Life.” Over and over, ““There is but 
One Life.”” The breathing was a little stronger. Over and 
over the silent declaration for the manifestation of everlast- 
ing life was urged. And then, because the Big Man did 
not like to see suffering and moved away, Small Person 
slowly walked along the pathway, giving thanks for the 
establishing of Truth. 

By and by the Big Man went back to the place where 
Little Frisky had lain, and watched the little gray wild thing. 
Suddenly he uncovered his head, as in reverence, his eyes 
following a hitherto unmarked path into the woods; and then 
he smiled. Can you guess the smile? One full of meaning 
—and yes, of tears, too. The Small Person stood waiting. 

““The squirrel,” she said simply, questioningly. 

“*T have seen a miracle,” said the Big Man. 

And the Small Person had heard the Voice for which 
she had listened. 


Six purple violets hanging in a row, 

Carrying good wishes everywhere they go. 

Number one brings happiness, number two brings health, 

Number three brings luck-in-love, number four brings wealth; 

Number five contentment brings, best thing in the list, 

Number six brings everything that the rest have missed. 
—From a Postal Card. 


“The tongue of the wise is health.” 
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A PLEASANT SURPRISE 
y= EDITOR, with her band of happy 


workers, has been planning a de- 
lightful surprise for you—her friends and 
readers. In this issue, Mrs. Fillmore 
gives you a few ideas that will show you 
how busy WISDOM'S household is, pre- 
paring a new home for the joyful return 
of our beloved ‘““Wee Wisdom.” 

Next month will find Wisdom” 
with us again. She tells us that she 
wants to visit you just as she did before 
she ventured into her present work. Ye 
editor, Royal, Blanche, and many of her 
dear friends are building a new home and 
making beautiful dresses for her, after 
her original patterns. 

A reception will be held for “Wee 
Wisdom” next month (August), and 
every Wee, large and small, is invited to 
come. All the Boosters and their friends 
are invited. 

Now is the time to show your loyalty 
to “Wee Wisdom.” Her home-coming 
should mean a great deal to all her 
friends. Every Wee should do some- 
thing to show his appreciation. 

Ye editor wants these few words to 
be a personal appeal to her readers to 
ask them to boost the new magazine. ~ 
Your co-operation is needed very much 
at this time. ‘Wee Wisdom” has great 
truths to tell you. You can do a good 
deed by sending her message to some 
friend or person in need. 

We ask every reader to lend a hand. 
We shall expect every subscriber to send 
us a new reader. The price of “Wee 
Wisdom,” at present, will be 50 cents a 
subscription. Let us hear from each 
WISDOM reader soon. 
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